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THE 
PROTESTANT ASSOCIATION, 


In the midſt of the Tumults, une 1780. 


CANTO I. 


RMS, 'and the good old Cauſe I fing, 
Which threaten'd vengeance on our King, 

Brought down the ſtorm ſo long a brewing, 
And Britain to the brink of ruin, 
While all her Foes inteſtine join 
To execute the dark DEs IN, 
And glut the Patriotic Zeal 
Of France, America, and Hell. 


An Army of Aſſociators, 
Of Rebels, Regicides, and Traitors, 
(With here and there a warm Diſſenter, 
Geneva Jack, and John the Painter) 
Of real, or pretended Zealots, 
Of Scots, ſworn enemies to Prelates, 
Of Patriots a countleſs throng 8 
Their banners rear, and pour along; 
A 2 Ruſſians, 
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Ruſſians and Frenchmen in diſguiſe, 
Americans, their ſworn Allies, 

And all the Friends of Congreſs meet, 
To make th' Infernal Hoſt compleat. 


See, where the Proteſtant Cruſade, 
With Maſaniello* at their head, 
March from the fields with mild intent, 
T' addreſs, and purge the Parliament! 
With loud huzzas their friends they greet, 
And ſafe eſcort them thro” the ſtreet: 
But woe to thoſe they can't confide in / 
Unfit their carriages to ride in, 
They drag 'em out, and thruſt, and bruiſe em, 
And moſt papiſtically uſe em. 
Commons and Lords alike they ſhake, 
Compel'd the Covenant to take; . 
Judges, and Miniſters of State, 
On theſe they wreck their keeneſt hate; 
Or roll with Oliverian ſport 
Their Legiſlators in the dirt, 
Or Biſhops + o'er the houſes fright, 
Right glad to ſave their lives by flight. 


Leſs fierce the Saints of Forty-One 
With *Prentices their work begun, 
And carrying on the Reformation, 


O'erturn'd at laſt both Church and Nation. 


But now the Dupes of meek condition, 
Who blindly follow'd their Petition, 
Shock'd at the madneſs of their fellows; 
(While Maſaniello blows the bellows) 


* Of Naples. + Bp. of L-—-, 


Wiſely 


* * 
—— — 


(5) 
Wiſely eſcape from hell broke looſe, 


And lip their necks out of the nooſe, 


Meantime the reſolute Cruſaders, 
(No longer pſalm-ſinging Paraders) 
From outrag'd Senators returning, 
Begin their work of Chapel-burning ; 
The choiceſt Imps of hell employ 
To tear, demoliſh, and deftroy, 
(Themſelves at a convenient diſtance 
To give their inſtruments aſſiſtance, ) 
Courage, my lads! 'tis now, or never: 
Down with the Maſs-houſes for ever!” 
"Tis ſaid : *tis done; in half a minute 


The Chapels ſtorm'd: the Foe within it, 


With Gothic, or with Scottiſh feelings, 
Batter the walls, or mar the cielings, 
Compaſſionate as ſtones and ſtocks, 
And gentle as reforming Knox ;* 

Altar and Croſs their fury feel, 

On Pictures they let looſe their zeal, 

On Organs they diſcharge their rage, 
On Books; nor fpare the ſacred Page: 
Bibles muſt aid to feed the fire, 

Till Popery all in ſmoke expire, 


Fluſh'd with ſucceſs, without their Head 
The ſons of Anarchy proceed, 
Satan anew their violenee rouſes 
To gut, and then to burn the houſes, 


* In Scotland. 
AZ 


And 
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And firſt they an example make, 
And vengeance on the wretches take, 
(All vile Informers to deter) x 
Who durſt againſt their Comrades ſwear. 
And next the men that dared commit them, 
And like atrocious villains treat them, 
They juſtly to deſtruction doom, 
And burn them out of houſe and home. 


Of neither evidence nor warrant 
Afraid, as an outrageous current, 


They now the dams and banks o'erflow, 


And menace every Popiſh foe; 

« Down with the Maſs-houſes,” they cry: 
And Walworth's * ſucceſſor ſtands by: 
The City's meek Adminiſtrator, 

A tame, not wnconcern'd, ſpeRator, 
Quakes, as the Conflagration rages, 

And pays the Devil's ſlaves their wages, 
With “ Come, my lads, enoughris done; 
Take this—and quietly be gone!“ 


The Aldermen in corners hide, 


And wiſely for themſelves provide; 
The Shrieves an awful diſtance keep, 
Or—ſometimes—venture at a peep! 
The Juſtices with dread look on, 

Till their own houſes are pull'd down, 
Content the Mob ſhall burn their hives, 


It they will only ſpare their lives, 


* Wat Tyler's Mayor. 
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The generous Mob, too brave to martyr 
Meek Citizens who beg for quarter, 
Or ſtorm the houſes mark'd for burning 
Without a fair, ſufficient warning, 
Seeing the gallant City yield, 


Th' acknowledg'd Mafters of the field 
To all their Victims fend advice, 


And ſcorn to take them by ſurprize, 
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CANTO IL 


\ ND now from ſtreet to ſtreet they roam, 
And ruin ſpread where'er they come; 
The tutor'd boys, without diſmay, 


Purſue their work in open day, 


As lords of the ſurrender'd town, 


As hir'd to pull old houſes down. 


Young Allen's * fate untaught to fear 

From men inur'd to maſlacre, . 
They ſmile to ſee the troops draw nigher 
With no authority to fre, 

As ſent to mark how they go on, 

And guard them, till their work is done, 


When nothing can their force reſiſt, 
Allow'd to do whate'er they liſt, 
They next the welcome word obey, 
And to the Priſons march away, 


* A Rioter killed in St. George's Fields, 
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But promiſe firſt at morning - light 
To burn and pillage them at night, 


Set all the lawful Captives free, 


And make a jail-delivery. 

A principle of ſelf-compaſſion, 

Of ſelf-defence, and preſervation, 

To looſe th' oppreſt, their heart engages, 
Let the birds fly, and burn the cages, 
Deſp'rate, in caſe of a defeat, 

Thus to cut off their laſt retreat, 


The Keepers warn'd, in time prepare, 

And ſend for ſuccour to the Mayor, 
But is the aid they aſk refug'd ? 
He only begs to be excus'd 
% From railing the combuſtion higher, | 
From pouring oil upon the fire, 8 
Provoking a mad multitude, 


And raſhly ſhedding Chriſtian blood.“ 


As lovers at th' appointed hour, 
True to their word, with waſteful power, 
Dread executioners of Fate 
They fire the houſe, and burſt the gate, 
The fortreſs ſtorm'd, their fellows ſeize, 
And with triumphant joy 1eleaſe, 


Who can deſcribe the mutual greeting 
Of Friends, at ſuch an happy meeting! 


As brethren and companions dear 
Redeem'd from bonds and death ſo near, 
They gladly their Deliv'rers join 
To carry on th' humane deſign, 
The 
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The buſineſs of Aſſociation, | 
And break the ſhackles of the Nation, 


Behold them ruſh from jail to Jail, 
Refolv'd their Promiſe ſhall not fail 
To ſet impriſon'd Virtue free, | 
Eraſe the marks of tyranny, 

Afford the frailer Sex protection, 
Burn all the houſes of correction, 
Deſtroy the Scourges of mank ind, 
Nor leave one whipping-poſt behind. 


The threaten'd jails, an hour before, 
The magiſterial aid implore; 
But cannot gain what they require; 
But fink, like Newgate, in the fire, 
While iſſuing from their burning hives, 
The vermin that by plunder thrives, 
Augment the gang of public ſpoilers 
With a freſh Regiment of Tylers, 


One glorious enterprize remains, 
To recompenſe the Heroes pains, 
Th' unguarded Bank by ſtorm to take, 
A bonfire of the books to make, 
Aſſiſt the inſufficient State, 
And pay at once the Nation's debt. 


Fir'd with the hope fo rich a treaſure 
To ſeize, and then to take their pleaſure, 
They run, they fly, where Booty calls, 
And force the gate, and ſcale the walls, 


Ready 
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Ready th' important fort to win, 

When anſwer'd by a guard within, 
Repuls'd, o'erthrown, on heaps they lie, 
And in the bed of honordie ! 


[ Yet, on the point of being ſack'd, 
The Bank, they ſay, was ne'er attack'd : 
And three months hence, the Cits will tell us, 
No accident at all befel us, 
No Popiſh Chapel was pull'd down, 
And not an houſe was burnt in town.] 
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CANTO m. 


AFFLED for once, the Mob retreat, 
Yet conq'rors ſtill in every ſtreet, 
The proſtrate Citizens they ſee, 
And haſte to' improve their victory; 
The liſt of the proſcrib'd make known, 
For lives and fortunes are their own, 


« The Chapels were a good beginning, 
« An hint to ſignify our meaning; 
« But Proteſtants, or Papiſts all 
& Shall now without diſtinction fall: 
«© Whether of high or low condition, 
« Whoever ſign'd not the Petition: 
„The Foreigners by labour fed, 
Who rob the people of their bread, 


«© Biſhops, 
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& Biſhops, and Lords, and Gentlemen, 
c Who proudly o'er the people reign, 
6 And all the men on gain intent, 

&« And all the tools of Government, 

* The Government o'erturn'd ſhall ſee, 
“And mourn its {ad cataſtrophe, 


& But O! what death doth he require, 
% Who caſt our names into the fire, 
6 Repuls'd, and treated us with ſcorn ? 
He, and his houſe, and Church ſhall burn, 
“That rogue Romaine we ſoon ſhall have him; 
«© Nor Mence's tuneful voice ſhall fave him,” 
(Who would not the Aſſociates join, 
Or liſt beneath a madman's ſign.) 
«© Old Welley too, to Papiſts kind, 
% Who wrote againſt them for a blind, 
& Himſelf a Papiſt ſtill in heart, 
& He, and his followers ſhall ſmart. 
% Not one of his Fraternity 
« We here beneath our ſtandard ſee, 
% To which whole regiments reſort 
© Both from the Lock and Tottenham-Court,” 
[Who rave, like Patriots diſappointed, 
And roar, and curſe. the Lord's anointed, 


The rabble ſpeak, and ſpread their bands, 
To execute their own commands, 
Impetuous, as the Torrent pours, 

Reſiſtleſs, as the Flame devours, 
And ſcatt'ring Ruin far and wide, 
While Terror is on every fide, 


With 
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With Blaſphemies they rend the ſky, 
And both their King and God defy. 


But chiefly thoſe they hate and fear 
Who bear the nobleſt Character; 
The hoary Guardian of our Laws, 
Moſt adverſe to Rebellion's cauſe, 
Moſt faithful to his King and true, | * 
Moſt zealous for his Country too, 
On him with keeneſt rage they fly, 
As Juſtice would with Mansfield die. 
The feeble Guards ſtand by and ſee 
The baſeſt Tools of Anarchy, 
Our Age and Nation's faul diſgrace, 
Who ſet his manſion in a blaze: 
Pictures, and Monuments of Art, + 
The utmoſt Genius could exert, 
Compilers of th' hiſtoric page, 
The Bard, and Lawgiver, and Sage, 
Writings for gen'ral uſe, deſign'd 
To teach, and to improve mankind, 
With Manuſcripts of price unknown, 
Upon the flaming heap are thrown, 
More than a Vatican contains 
Is loſt, and not a wreck remains, 


So when ferocious Omar comes, 
And Learning to deſtruction dooms ; 
Ptolemy's ſtores * erett the pyre, 
His volumes all in ſmoke expire, 


* The Alexandrian Library, : 
mo | 1 


And the barbaric flames devour 
The work of ages in an hour. 


What hinders now the fell Banditti 
From plund'ring the devoted City? 
Boldly they caſt the maſk away, 

And ſtand confeſt in open day; 

Hourly with frelh Recruits increas'd ; 
The cry of Popery now is ceas'd : 

They threaten gen'ral deſolation, 

A fire to purify the Nation; 

A fire impartial to conſume 

The friends, and enemies of Rome, 

„ Throughly to purge is our intent, 

Is to blow up the Parliament, 

+ The rich to level with the poor, 

«© Unbounded freedom to reſtore, 

% To pull the Courts and Churches down, 
„ And all the Palaces in town, 

«© Demoliſh every public place, 

“ Set all your Records in a blaze, 

% And warm you with the glorious ſight 
% Expect a ſpecimen to night!“ 


O what a night was that! the crowd 
As congregated waters loud, | 
Tremendous as the Sea in ſtorm, 

Their Promiſe terribly perform! 

Fierce Flames on every fide aſpire, 

And vault the fiimament with fire! 

The claſh of arms, the thund'ring found, 

The pierc'd, who fall and bite the ground, 
B The 


N 
3 . 3 ens nt & i a A — 


— - 


C * 


63440 


The roaring of Abaddon's ſons, 

The ſhoutings, and the dying groans, 
The ſhrieks of anguiſh and diſmay, 
(A Picture of that Final Day) 
Horrible ſympathy impart, | 
And thrill with fear the boldeſt heart! 


Where'cr we turn our blaſted eyes, 
The Torrent roars, the Flames ariſe: + 
The old, the ſick, the women fear, 

Or die thro' dread of death ſo near! 
Swiftly the catching fire proceeds, 

From houle to houſe deſtruttion ſpreads, 
And ſtreets“ entire are doom'd to fall, 
And vengeance vows t' o'erwhelm us all. 


Unhappy Langdale! who could ſee 
nmov'd his mournful tragedy, 
Enough to mollify the nature 
Of the moſt ſtern Aſſociator! 
His num'rous Babes, an helpleſs throng, 
They deprecate the cruel wrong ; 


The Father ſad, with fruitleſs prayer, 


Intreats the Savages to ſpare, 
(Whom Wine inflames, and Fury blinds) 


Talks to the Waves, and courts the Winds; 


In vain to Magiſtrates applies, 


Be fore his houſe in aſhes lies, 


To Aldermen moſt humbly ſuing, 
While trembling on the verge of ruin, 
He inſtantaneous aid requires, 

Or to prevent, or quench the fires. 


* NewgateSticet, &c. 
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Compaſſion ſteals into their breaſt, 


And W aſſents to his requeſt, 

(That Hero in tumultuous fights, 

That Champion for the City's Rights!) 

« Let's fave him then, he cries, from murder —— 
“ But all things muſt be done in order, 
Let's ſave him from the Mob ſo curſt 
« But let us call a Council farſt !” 


Vain help, alas, which never came! 
Conſum'd by the voracious flame 
His All is loſt! and numbers more 
His ruin, and their own deplore, 
Recalling aft with ſreſh affright 
The havock of that dreadful night! 


At morn we ſee the fiery void, 
And glorying o'er their foes deſtroy'd, 
We ſhrink from the aſſaſſin band, 
Poſſeſt of abſolute command. 
The nation's ſcum together riſe, 
To ſwell their hoſt with new ſupplies, 
From ſmoking goals a.deſp'rate crew, 
Who rob the gibbet of its due, 
Vile inſtruments of depredation 
Let looſe on an abandon'd Nation, 
Incendiaries from every fide 
Heighten the wild tumultuous tide: 
Hibernians join to rend and tear, 
And Papiſts laſt, the ſpoils to ſhare, 
(As vultures to the carcaſe fly, 
Smelling the bloody banquet nigh) 


B 2 | Flock 


* abies * — 4 — 
— — — ᷑——MlF— > 


66) 
Flock to the City of confuſion 
Giv'n up to Mobbiſh Execution. 


Who can againſt the Ruffians ſtand, 
Or dare deny their juſt demand? 8 
Religion's Friends, our Faith's Protectors, 
Our Guards—an Army of Collectors, 
May they not maintenance require, 
As workmen worthy of their hire, 

And lay us under contribution, 
And bring us to a good concluſion? 


© That good and full concluſion's come, 
% Your ſure, inevitable doom: 
« Thi exterminating word is paſt, * 
„ And the next night ſhall be your laſt: 
« *Tis fixt (the helliſh Murth'rer cries} 
A thouſand fires at once ſhall riſe; 
« Your aqueduRs cut off ſhall fail, 
« And flames unquenchable prevail, 
“(Strange flames that never can exſpire, 
« A compound of Tartarian Fire) 


«© Deſtruftion ſhall your City ſweep, 


« Burnt down into a ruinous heap. 
« Your proud Metropolis ſhall lie, 
% And London's boaſt for ever die.“ 


What can their purpoſe fell defeat, 
Or ſnatch us from the gaping pit? 
We ſhudder on the brink of fate, 
And for our ſure exciſion wait: 
Let but another night paſs o'er, 
And England's glory is no more, 
Friumph the Luciferian hoſt, 
Abaddon reigns, and all is loſt } 

CANTO 
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CANT O IV. 


UT lo! at the appointed time, 

On his eternal Throne ſublime, 
The Lord, who o'er all nature reigns, 
And holds rebellious Powers in chains, 
Who ſets the raging ſea its bounds, 
HE looks—and all our foes confounds ! 


He calls the Man of his right-hand, 
His image, in the gap to ſtand, 
Infpir'd with wiſdom from above, 
Cloth'd with authority and love, 
Deputed by the Lord moſt high 
To deal the vengeance of the ſky, 
Root out the ſons of wickednels, 
And ſave a moſt unthankful race. 


His faithful troops from every {ide 
Are brought to turn the rapid tide, 
To ſcatter the wild beaſts of prey, 
The felons and deſtroyers ſlay, 
To ſeize th' appointed heirs of death, 
And pluck the prey out of their teeth, 
The brands half-burnt out of the fire, 
And pay th' Incendiaries their hire. 


Compel'd at laſt the loyal bands 
To execute their King's commands, 
(Their King by heaven's Almighty Lord 
Intruſted with the Nation's ſword) 
No more they tenderly forbear, 
No more with cruel pity ſpare, 

B 3 


The innocent or you muſt die. : 
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Nor ſlaughter all with fury blind, 
But where the active fiends they find 
In their infernal work employ'd, 
The hell-hounds are at once deſtroy'd! 


The pale, remaining ſens of riot, 
Atrocious foes to public quiet, 
Quaking before their ſwift purſuers, 
(A terror now to evil-doers) 
Into remoteſt corners fly, 
(Their badges and their arms thrown by) 
Or wiſh. in the deep dungeon's gloom 
To ſkreen them from the death to come, 
Or long to hide their guilty head. 
In ruins which their hands have made. 


But vain your hope of a reprieve, 
Ye ſee the fad alternative, 
Mercy itſelf is forc'd to cry, =; 


What ſtreams of blood already ſhed! 
Heaps of intoxicated dead, 
Beneath the flaming aſhes found, 
And carcaſes without a wound! 
(While many a flaughter'd parricide. 


s dragg'd away, their names to hide) 


Patricians here in rags remain, 

There female fends and furies ſlain, 
To every ſhock'd ſpectator ſhow 
There is a. God that reigns below!“ 
But now fulfill d his dread deſign, 
The miniſters of wrath divine 
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Behold the public peace reſtor'd, 
And gladly ſheath the vengeful ſword. 


Extin& we fee the fatal blaze, 
Sav'd by a miracle of grace, 
The national efcape we view, 
And ſcarcely dare believe it true. 
Vet now beginning to reſpire, 
We anxiouſly the cauſe inquire 
Whence our calamities began, 
Or who contriv'd the burning plan. 
Too evident th? accurſt deſtgn 
We ſee; but where's the Catiline Þ 
The wiſeſt grant, we are net got 
To the dark bottom of the plot ; 
The leaſt acute, methinks, might ſmell 
The council of Ahitophel. 
Or is there no reſentment rankling 
In the unnatural heart of Franklyn F 
Does nothing treaſonable lurk, 
Nothing American i 
No depths of Luciferian art 
In Fs foul, infernat heart? 
(That fon of vice and diſſipation, 
Implung'd in debt and deſperation, 
For each flagitians purpoſe fit, 
A Fiend in malice and in-wit!) 
No hope in the ejected Race? 
No miſchief hatching in his Grace 


So forward to defend the Crown, 
And turn the faldiers out of town, 
So willing, in our laſt extreme, 
Qur ſafety ſhould be left to him! 


* 
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How came Mynheer our doom to know, 
And publiſh it two months ago? 
French Prophets—whence could they foreſee 
Our ſwift- approaching deſtiny ? 
Or Congreſs} from acroſs th' Atlantic, 
Behold th' aſſociate Mob ſo frantic, 
And promiſe the deſtruction near 
Of London and of Weſtminſter ? 


In anſwer to theſe choaking queſtions, 
Or miniſterial ſuggeſtions, 
The Patriots ſay, “ No harm was meant, 
& No plot; but all was accident!“ 
By accident the rabble came 
Together, in Religion's name; 
By accident without a plan, 
They with the Maſs-houſes began; 
They next ſuppreſs'd all evidence, 
And all who juſtice could difſpenſe; 
The Stateſmen to deſtruction doom'd; 
By accident the jails conſum'd; 
(While water we in vain require 
To quench the hell- compounded fire) 
By accident the people's lees 
Concurr'd our wealth and arms to ſeize; 
From ſtep to ſtep, by meaſures juſt 
To lay our Cities in the duſt, 
Our name and nation to eraſe, 
And build their empire in its place; 
To reign——yet ſtill with no intent 
To reign——* for all was accident! 


„„ 
So, as the ſons of Epicurus 
With modeſt confidence aſſure us, 


Atoms did into order dance 
And formed an univerſe; 


& But why is no diſcovery made? 
& We ſee the tail, without the head.“ 
Our Rulers may know more, and ſee 
Farther, perhaps, than you or me ; 
And at the time that beſt befits 
To bring the Nation to their wits, 
Unravel the compleat pEs1GcN, 
And ſhew the face of Caritine ! 


Meantime in ſpite of all your covers, 
And ly, political manœuvres, 
This inference the Public draws, 

Th' Effe& muſt pre-ſuppoſe a Cauſe, 
The miſchief point at the Contrivers, 
The headlong Herd detect the Drivers, 


by Chance! 
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ADDRESS to the CITY. 


Written in June, 1780. 


a" 


E Citizens of London, why 
So coy, and diffident, and ſhy, 


Who ſhould with open arms receive 


The inſtruments, thro' whom ye live; 
Why ſhun the Soldiers company, 
And wiſh the valiant City free, 

And call for arms yourſelves at laſt ? 
Is it, becauſe the danger's paſt ? 


Should bloody arms entruſted be 
With men of your Temerity, 
Who, when ye in the-ground:afſemble 


Your bands, bid all the Council tremble? | 


Who, firing but with powder, make 
Vourſelves, and the whole City quake? 
What would become of us, if all 

The Liverymen ſhould fire with ball ? 


The fright we never could endure ; 


Nor would his Lordfhip be ſecure 


Within the wind of ſuch commotion, 
But death again might be his potion /! 


Can ye ſo ſuddenly forget 


Thoſe ragged miniſters of Fate, 


All law and order's over-turners, 


The furious Mob of Chapel-burners ; 


The 
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The ſcum and refuſe of the nation, 
The panic-dread, and devaſtation, 


The ravage and the flames they ſpread, 
With king Apollyon at their head ! 


Aghaſt ye ſtood, nor dar'd oppoſe 
Your feeble, deſpicable foes, 
Boys, women, chimney-{weeps, collected 
To act, as wiſer heads directed, 
With horror every heart t' inſpire, 
To burn your ſtately domes with fire, 
Your ſhackled felons to releaſe, 
Your wealth and arſenals to ſeize, 
And gall you with the triple chain 
Of France, America and Spain, 
No need of hoſtile Fleets combin'd 
To execute what hell deſign'd, 
Suffice the Miſcreants moſt baſe 
Your proud Metropolis to raſe. 


So, if almighty Wiſdom will, 
The meaneſt inſtruments of ill, 
Vermin out of the duſt ſhall riſe, 
To deal the vengeance of the ſkies. 


What Angel in that darkeſt hour 
Sav'd you from the Deſtroyer's power ? 
Whoſe arm did the deliverance bring ? 
Was it the patriots or the King? 

From George the timely reſcue came, 
And pluck'd the brands out of the flame: 
Swift to your help his legions flew, 
And cruſh'd the deſolating crew, 


The 
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The Authors of your woes and fears, 


Your {laves—and executioners, 


But do ye King and ſoldiers thank 
Or for the Manſion-houſe or Bank ? 
With joy the kind preſervers ſee 


. Both of your lives and property ? 


Rather the benefit to own 

Ye ſcorn, and urge them to be gone, 
Your friends impatient to exclude : 
Such is the City's gratitude! 


After the fight, ye breathe anew, 
And who ſo valiant now as you? 
Recover'd from the recent ſquall 
Which threaten'd to o'erwhelm us all, 
Ye plead your right to guide the helm, 
(The City 1s your proper realm) 

And but your own militia need, 
With dauntleſs K at their head. 


So ſailors when the ſtorm is o'er, 
Look up, and think of it no more, 
Forget their fears, and what is ſtranger, 
They {wear they never were in danger, 
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HAT means this melancholy ditty, | $ 
Reſounding through the ranſom'd Git 
Why do our Aldermen exclaim, 2 
So lately pluck'd out of the flame? 
& Becauſe his Majeſty defends 
Our lives, for his own private ends; 
For ſpite, his Courtiers interpoſfſe [142 
Their help, to ſcreen us from our foes: : 
The arbitrary Miniſtry - - POTEN: 26 FYRO. £ 
Refuſe to leave our City free, 
And the officious ſoldiers kill, 
By ſaving us againſt our will, — * FS: 


&© What need oy Government's aſſiſtance, 
When Mob, and danger” s at a diſtance 
What need of military u vg 1 
To guard, when K is our Mayor 7 16 
When all the Rioters in ton F 
Are govern 'd by the ſcarlet — 5 
And ſee our Livery i in array 
Prepar'd to fight—another' day? . 
wel trigger g She nt ergo 2 
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Intrepid W appears our Chief, 
And who ſo fit to catch a Thief? 


C His 


( 26 ) 


His old vagaries he forgets, 

Lives honeſtly, and pays his debts, 
As bent immortal fame to win, 
And die a Royaliſt, like Prynne. 


66 Why ſend us troops who cannot need em d 


Only to rob us of our freedom, 
Debar us of our native right, 

And deareſt privilege, to fight, 
And ſtanding on our own defence, 
Again to drive the Rebels hence. 


“ Deny us arms? we cannot ſee 
The meaning of his Majeſty : 
Does he ſuſpe& his faithful Leiges, 
Becauſe he knows our {kill in ſieges, 
In party-clubs, and coalitions, 
Addreſs, Remonſtrance and Petitions ? 
Our condutt paſt muſt have convinc'd him 
We cannot turn our arms againſt him; 
He knows our bold Train-bands for valour 
As fam'd and dreadful—as a Taylor! 
Nor are our Aldermen ſuch fools 


To meddle raſhly with edg'd tools; 


Since not a crow that flies is ſhyer 
Of gunpowder,” when ſoldiers fire, 


Which makes us firſt the Redcoats * order 
To ſhoot—and try them then for murder! N 


« Unleſs the King his troops id | 


He means to rule by martial law, 
And for our moſt unfeign'd affeftion 
Dragoon us into tame' ſubjection, x 


In St, George" $ Fields. 
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At laſt to change the conſtitution; 

) By military execution 

Accompliſh his deſpotic plan, 

And as the Swediſh Monarch reign. 


How can we now preſerve the Nation, 
But by a new Aſſociation ? 
Put arms into our hands, and ſee” 
If we can fight for liberty, 
If each will not his caſtle guard: 
Plenty of muſquets be prepar'd, 
Let every houſeholder have one, 
And teach him to let off his gun, 
Then when the bridle you withdraw, 
Which keeps the Rioters in awe, 
No longer when the troops reſtrain, 
The rabble freed may riſe again. 
And let them riſe, a deſperate herd | 
To take us lions by the beard ! 
Let every boy—and girl—come on, 
And all the chimney-ſweeps in town, 
They to their own deſtruction come, 
They ruſh upon their inſtant doom. 


« Or if the Beaſt will but be civil, 
Committing only uſeful evil, 
Let looſe their proweſs on our foes, 
| Who all our patriot-ſchemes oppoſe, 

Their rage on N—— and S vent, 
And the vile Tools of Government; 
Pity the troops ſhould keep them under, 
Or rob them of their lawful plunder, 
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Pity the troops ſhould tear and rend them 
For want of arms—which we could lend them. | 


4e If Mob is totally ſuppreſt, 
How can a grievance be redreſt ? 
Or how reviv'd the good old Cauſe? 


Or how fupplied defective Laws? 


But rabble-government, we ſee, 


With ſoldiers never can agree; 


Unleſs we then the Redcoats chace, 
The Mob can hardly ſhew his face, 


Or pull a Courtier's manſion down, 


Or ſtrip a Biſhop of his. gown. 

But when the people's reign is o'er, 
Freedom and Property's no more, 
With the Mob's power Religion fails, 


And Popery over all prevails,” 


Ye gentle Citizens, attend 
The cooler counſels of a F riend: 
Let not your haſty courage riſe, ey 
Or blind ſelf-love put out your eyes; 
Let not a ſpirit of oppoſition 3 
Conceal from you your own condition, 
But learn in time yourſelves to know, 
Nor triumph o'er an abſent foe. 
Your fortitude, a reed ſo weak, 
Will play you ſtill a ſlippery trick: 
To fight ye never were intended, 
Only to be yourſelves defended ; 
Witneſs the abſolute defeat 
Which now yg labour to forget, | 

I Lf Throw EE nn When 
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When fearing goods and lives to loſe 
Your hearts ſunk down into your hoſe! 1 
Ye did not then the Mob defy, 
But piteouſly for mercy cry, 
Panting, and pale, and out of breath, 
And quaſh'd, as in the arms of death! 

But now your courage is return'd, 
The foe ſuppreſt, the danger ſcorn'd: 
Yet, if the army ſtand aloof, 
He {till may put you to the proof; 
And when the Rabble re-appears, 
O'erwhelm'd with ſtupefying fears, 
Ye may for help cry out again, 
And wiſh the ſoldiers back, in vain, 


Be caution'd then by good advice, 
And learn your happineſs to prize, 
Your rage for liberty repreſs, 

Nor turn it to licentiouſneſs ; 

No more your gracious King miſtruſt, 
So mild, and merciful, and juſt ; 

No more by cruel inſults wrong, 
Becauſe he ſuffers you ſo long, 
With pity your perverſeneſs ſees, 
And ſaves you in your laſt diſtrefs, 


And if you wiſh in peace to live, 
No credence to your Leaders give, 
But every Demagogue diſmiſs, 

Thoſe worſt of all Incendiaries, 
Who, foes to King and Country, dare 
Ufurp the Patriot's character, 


„ Pleaders 
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Pleaders for liberty and laws, 
Supporters of Rebellion's Cauſe, 
Who ſet the Nation in a flame, 

And on their Monarch caft the A 


All counſels to ſam up in one, 
Do, what ſo. ſew of you have done, 
Poor, guilty worms, your Maker fear, 
And then ye muft your King revere ! 


SECOND 
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ADDRESS tw te CITY, 
Written in Tune, 1780. 


F. Londoners, with ſmiles regard 
The homage of a nameleſs Bard, 

(Ambitious, had he power, to raiſe 
A laſting monument to your praiſe) 
Who reads you with a Lover's eye, 
Exalts your virtues to the ſky, 
Admires your zeal and public ſpirit 
In ſtrains unequal to your merit, 
And with aſtoniſh'd Europe ſees 
Your truly wonderful police. 

All-wiſe, omnipotent creators 
Of Senates, Kings, and Legiſlators, 
-Creators, and Deliv'rers too, 
Our ſafety we aſcribe to you. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe magnanimity ſo late 
Redeem'd us on the edge of Fate, 
And from a general Conflagration 
Preſerv'd the City and the Nation, 


Vet having your dear Country freed, 
Ye leſſen the heroic Deed, 
The Plot your valour has defeated 
By you 1s as a nothing treated, 
Who now with confidence maintain 
© The Mob had no concerted plan, 
No thought, or previous conſultation 
For burning, or for deſolation. 
But fimply meant to do no more 
Than all the miſchief in their power: 
No counſel was in the Deſtroyers,” 
But was there none in their Employers ? 
Here, Gentlemen, we iſſue join: 


The Mob, you ſay, had no pESIAMN: 


The Mob had no deſign, we ay, 

Only for Plunder and for Pay : 

The Inſtruments oſtenfible, 

Actors howe'er of every ill, 

Contrivers they were not, that's certain: 
But were there none behind the curtain ? 
No Heads, or Counſellors, more able 

To influence the thoughtleſs rabble ? 


To teach them what, and how perform 


To manage and direct the ſtorm ? 
Were none of the Aſſociators 
AHmetican or Engliſh Traitors ? 


It 
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It cannot now be doubted whether 
They help'd to bring the Mob together : : 
But could it not be once ſuſpetted 

The rabble might be ill-dite&ed ? 

Or would the multitude increaſe 

To SAY and then erate in e P 


We grant it, the Aﬀociate Hoſt, 
The bulk of them were Dupes at moſt : 
But might not ſome be hir'd t' advance 
The Cauſe of Congreſs, and of France ? 
A Knave behind a Madman lurk ? 
AG be the Tool of ———? 
America might ſeize th' occaſion,” | 
And ule the blind Aſſociation, 
Amidſt our national confuſion, | 
To put their Scheme ini execution, 
To perpetrate their helliſh Plan, 
And Kings by our exciſion reign ? 


Why would ye then, ah, tell us why, 
Thro' modeſty the truth deny, 

Ye Rulers of the gallant Town 

That {till ſubſiſts, to your renown p 

Your fame, which fears no more eclipſes 
From boys, or chimney-ſweeps, or gipſies, 
In ſpite of all your foes deſigns, . 
Illuſtrious, and immortal ſhines, 


If Bards on thoſe who greatly dare 
Can Immortality confer, 
Your 
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Your patriotic deeds ſhall blaze, 
Brilliant, in everlaſting lays. 
But ſtand it, far above the reſt, * 
In England's Chronicles confeſt, 
That when our foes had laid the train, 
And ripen'd their pernicious plan, 
Rebels with Regicides conſpir'd, 
And London was already fir'd ; 
Then all who wore the Scarlet Gown 
Stood up—and trod the Rufhans down : 
A W did on our fide appear 
And charg'd the Faction—in the rear; 
AB preſerv'd the City's Right, 
And put the ſoldiery to flight, 
A ſecond Walworth grac'd the Chair, 
And KENNET was our cLokious Mayor } 


